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Here  is  Mel  Koontz  alone  in  the  cage  with  nerves  groTV  tense.  Even  with  the  lion's  jaw 

four  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  of  lion.  The  only  inches  from  his  throat,  Mel  Koontz  shows 

huge  lion  crouches  —  then  springs  at  Koontz.  himself  complete  master  of  the  savage  beast. 

Man  and  lion  clinch  while  onlookers  feel  their  No   doubt   about  his  nerves   being   healthy! 
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"I  guessyou/»« 
be  particular  abou 
your  cigarette,  Mel 


dered  it  Came 
are  different  fro. 
other  kinds." 


EL  KOONTZ  was  schooling  a  "big  cat"  for  a  new  movie 
hen  Penn  Phillips  got  to  talking  cigarettes  with  him. 
Perhaps,  like  Mr.  Phillips,  you,  too,  have  wondered  if  there 
is  a  distinct  difference  between  Camels  and  other  cigarettes. 
Mel  Koontz  gives  his  slant,  above.  And  millions  of  men 
and  women  find  what  they  want  in  Camels.  Yes,  those 
costlier  tobaccos  in  Camels  do  make  a  difference! 


Camels  are  a  match- 
less blend  of  finer, 
MORE  EXPENSIVE 
TOBACCOS  -  Turkish 
and  Domestic 
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"I  know  the  kind 
of  tobacco  used 
for  various 
cigarettes, "says 
Mr.  Beckham 
Wright,  who  has 
spent  19  years  growing  tobacco 
—knows  it  from  the  ground  up. 
"Camel  got  my  choice  grades  this 
year  — and  many  years  back." 
he  adds. "I'm  talking  about  what 
I  know  when  I  say  Camels  sure 
enough  are  made  from  MORE 
EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS." 


Mr.  George  Crum- 
baugh,  another 
well-known  plant- 
er, had  a  fine  to- 
bacco crop  last 
year.  "My  best 
yet,"  he  says  "And  the  Camel 
people  bought  all  the  choice  lots 
—  paid  me  more  than  I  ever  got 
before,  too.  Naturally,  Camel's 
the  cigarette  I  smoke  myself. 
Most    planters    favor    Camels." 


of  my  la 


"I've  grown 
ove  r  87,000 
pounds  of  to- 
bacco in  the  past 
five  years,"  says 
this  successful 
planter,  Mr.  Cecil  White,  of 
Kentucky.  "The  best 
st  crop  went  to  the 
Camel  people  at  the  best  prices, 
as  it  so  often  does.  Most  of  the 
other  planters  around  here  sold 
their  best  grades  to  Camel,  too. 
I  stick  to  Camels  and  I  know 
I'm  smoking  choice  tobaccos." 


"My  four 
brothers  and  I 
h  ave  been 
planting  to- 
bacco for  21 
years,"  Mr. 
John  Wallace,  Jr.,  says.  "Camel 
bought  up  every  pound  of  my 
last  crop  that  was  top  grade  — 
bought  up  most  of  the  finer  to- 
bacco in  this  section,  too.  I've 
been  smoking  Camels  for  17-18 
years  now.  Most  other  planters 
are  like  me  —  we're  Camel 
smokers  because  we  know  the 
quality  that   goes   into  them." 
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A  GREAT  many  criticisms 
have  been  thrown  at 
the  PARROT  at  one 
time  or  another  during  the  year, 
and  to  this  point  we  have  not  re- 
sponded with  a  rebuttal.  These 
criticisms  have  not  offered  any 
constructive  suggestions  as  to 
the  type  of  material  students 
would  prefer  in  their  magazine, 
so  we  have  been  forced  to  con- 
tinue with  our  own  policy.  We 
have  outlined  this  policy  be- 
fore. It  is  mainly  this:  the  PAR- 
ROT should  be  a  medium  for  the 
talent  in  writing,  art,  and  pho- 
tography on  campus  —  and  in 
the  work  of  such  talented  stu- 
dents should  reflect  N.U.'s  col- 
lege life.  With  this  policy  we 
have  continued  to  better  the 
magazine,  in  our  opinion,  and 
have  made  it  more  a  magazine 
of  N.U.  and  less  a  scrap  book 
of  jokes.  If  the  PARROT  fails 
with  such  a  policy  it  will  be  be- 
cause there  is  no  talent  on  cam- 
pus— and  we  refuse  to  admit 
this.  We  accept  criticisms  but 
(Continued  on  page  33) 
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. . .  a  Young  Man's  Fancy  turns 


Every  pack  wrapped  in  two  jackets 

of  Cellophane;  the  OUTER  jacket 

opens  from  the  BOTTOM. 


Ot06oto 

Ogarettes 


In  fact, 

In  the  Spring       ■ 

The  young  man 

Himself  turns 

Not  lightly,     . 

But  lovingly 

To  the  gal  .  .  . 

Or  the  cigarette 

That's  blessed  with 

Fresh  charm. 

Today's 

Man-turningest 

Cigarette  is 

Douhle-mellow 

Old  Gold. 

Its  rich 

Prize  crop  tobaccos 

Are  chaperoned 

Right  to  you 

By  a  stale-proof 

Package  .  .  . 

Double-Cellophane 

Double-sealed. 

Every  Old  Gold 

You  light 

Is  exactly 

As  fresh. 

Full-flavored 

And  double-mellow 

As  the  minute 

It  was  made. 

Temptingly  fresh 

As  a  debutante's 

Lips! 

Yeah,  man! 

Spring  is 

Here! 


TUNE   IN   on  Old  GoU's  Hollywood  Screenscoops.  every  Tuesday  and  Thursday  night,  Columbia  Network,  Coasl-Io-Coast 

For  Finer,  FRESHER  Flavor  .  .  .  Smoke  Double-Mellow  Old  Golds 
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The  Seeing 

Eye  By  BOB  PARRISH 

Mostly  Spring 

WE  SUPPOSE  we  shouldn't 
be  bitter.  It  happens  every 
year.  It's  just  that  we've 
been  trying  to  build  up  a  resistance 
to  this  sort  of  thing  for  so  long  and 
that  we've  failed  so  naiserably. 

As  soon  as  the  tiny  blades  of  grass 
began  to  pierce  their  way  through 
the  brown  earth  and  the  little 
crocuses  to  poke  their  silly  heads  into 
view  and  the  robins  to  raise  hell  at 
5  a.  m.  under  our  window,  we  went 
into  training.  We  quit  taking  walks. 
We  refrained  from  going  near  the 
lake.    We    went   to    classes    with    our 


hat  well  over  our  eyes.  We  spent  a 
great  deal  of  tinne  in  the  library 
studying  the  history.  We  avoided 
tennis  players  and  women. 

Then  one  day,  when  we  had  with- 


drawn into  our  usual  cozy  niche  at 
Deering  and  begun  to  creep  between 
the  sheltering  pages  of  some  weighty 
tome,  we  were  suddenly  hit  with  a 
bludgeon.  If  you  have  ever  been  hit 
with  a  bludgeon,  you  can  readily 
imagine  that  we  at  once  became 
unconscious.  Many  people  claim  that 
we  have  remained  so. 

As  to  just  what  followed,  we're  a 
little  vague.  Someone  took  our  hand 
and  led  us  out  into  the  sunshine.  We 
were  at  once  surrounded  by  five 
nameless  individuals  who  immediately 
signed  us  up  for  the  Freshman  con- 
ference in  1941.  They  told  us  that 
it  was  going  to  be  held  somewhere 
in  Switzerland. 

Feebly  trying  to  blink  the  sunshine 
out  of  our  eyes,  we  staggered  down 
to  the  lake.  There  were  people  all 
around  with  blankets  and  cameras. 
Before  we  could  slip  quietly  under  a 
pier  and  get  away  from  it  all,  two 
girls  thrust  a  Kodak  into  our  trembling 
hands  and  said,  "Will  you  take  us 
together?" 

We  took  them — together. 

Spring  is  wonderful. 

For  Girls  Only 

We  were  asked  the  other  day  to  be 
on  the  lookout  for  about  four  good- 
looking  girls  to  work  this  summer. 
But  we  were  told  to  beware  of  the 
average  Northwestern  coed  because 
she  was  supposed  to  "not  be  able  to 
take  it."  People  who  have  never 
worked  sometimes  have  the  looks 
and  personality  that  every  wide- 
awake proprietor  would  like  for  his 
business  but  after  a  trial  he  finds  this 
type  too  fragile.  However,  we  prom- 
ised to  be  on  the  ball  and  find  a 
combination  of  beauty  and  strength 
among  the  flower  of  womanhood 
blooming  on  campus.  We'll  be  up 
against  it  unless  this  item  manages  to 
pick    up    some    applicants. 


The  age-old  skirmish  between  the 
suspicious  conductor  and  the  fond 
but  economical  mother  who  insists 
that  Junior  won't  be  twelve  until  next 
month  is  given  a  new  twist  by  the 
conversation   overheard   on  a   bus  by 


a  Chicago  student.  The  mother  in 
this  case  was  victorious  and  was 
herding  her  overgrown  offspring  off 
to  a  seat  with  a  half-fare  ticket  in  his 
hand  when  a  thought  suddenly  oc- 
curred to  her.  She  turned  and  went 
back  to  the  conductor.  "If  you  knew 
anything  about  statistics,"  she  said 
haughtily,  "you'd  know  that  children 
are  bigger  these  days."  Well,  this 
got  us  to  thinking.  Are  the  bus 
companies  falling  behind  the  times? 
Maybe  the  conductors  should  be  tak- 
en in  hand  and  shown  the  newer 
trends  in  children.  In  any  case,  we're 
for  progress. 


Street  Scene 

Traffic  moves  slowly  on  Halsted 
street.  It  has  to.  The  cars  parked  on 
either  side  of  the  narrow  street  leave 
only  room  for  the  two  street  car 
tracks  in  the  middle.  Consequently, 
the  traffic  moves  with  the  street  cars. 

Two  and  three  story  buildings 
border  the  street,  their  upper  stories 
(and  frequently  the  first  floor,  for  that 
matter)  in  stages  of  dissolution  rang- 
ing from  gradual  decay  to  the  verge 
of  complete  disintegration.  There  is 
a  profusion  of  second  hand  shops  of 
all  species.  Here  you  can  buy  partial- 
ly decomposed  clothing,  store  fur- 
nishings (assuming  you  run  that  kind 
of  a  store),  ANYTHING— if  you're 
not  too  particular.  There  are  narrow 
little  jewelry  stores,  and  there  are 
barber  shops,  frequently  with  lady 
barbers.  And  there  are  such  interest- 
ing people. 

But  this  sordid  atmosphere  fails 
to  affect  at  least  one  place  of  busi- 
ness which  we  found  sparkling 
amongst    too    many    shoddy    taverns 
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and  one-arm  joints.  Only  the  proudly 
displayed  sign  in  the  window  be- 
trayed the  incongruity  peculiar  to 
Halsted  street.  We  stood  and  looked 
at  it  for  a  long  tinne.  It  said: 
NORMANDIE  SANDWICH  SHOPPE 

NORMAN  S.  FILSUT,  Proprietor 

We  didn't  go  inside. 

Rabbit  Pullers 

Did  you  ever  step  Into  an  elevator 
in  a  strange  building  and  name  a 
number  at  random  just  to  see  where 
it  would  take  you?  Neither  did  we, 
but  if  we  HAD  got  into  the  elevator 
at  109  North  Dearborn  and  said, 
"Ten,"  we  would  have  found  ourself 
at  L.  L.  Ireland's  doorstep. 

As    a    matter    of   fact,    we    arrived 


at  Mr.  Ireland's  by  a  much  more 
devious  route,  and  we  shall  not  be 
concerned  with  THAT  here. 


We've  always  wondered  where 
magicians  get  their  funny  looking 
boxes    and    cabinets.    Things    like    this 


bother  us  no  end.  That's  why  we 
consider  the  discovery  of  Mr.  Ire- 
land an  important  point  in  our  edu- 
cation, for  he,  we  learned,  is  re- 
sponsible for  these  nefarious  devices. 
The  point  is,  we  have  discovered  the 
man  who  makes  the  apparatus  used 
by  professional   magicians! 

The  visit  didn't  prove  as  enlighten- 
ing as  we  had  hoped.  We  saw 
shelves  full  of  all  sorts  of  weird 
paraphernalia,  but  we  couldn't  under- 
stand it  at  all.  The  trick  being  fea- 
tured that  day  was  a  sinister  ap- 
pearing little  metal  tube.  It  was  called 
"Ireland's  50  Cent  Trick"  and  it  sold 
for  a  dollar.  Mr.  Ireland  Is  especially 
proud  of  a  wooden  automaton  duck 
of  his  origination  which  will  pick  out 
(Continued  on   page  30) 
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"His  regular  crystal  was  too  large  for  cribbing." 
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SPRING  GRIDDERS 


by  ARNIE  TAYLOR 


USHERING  in  the  spring  sea- 
son were  the  hardy  footballers 
under  the  tutelage  of  Coach 
Waldorf.  In  spite  of  snow,  rain,  sleet, 
and  an  occasional  typhoon  at  the  start 
of  spring  practice,  the  squad  reported 
quite  regularly,  and  now  is  shaping 
up  in  fine  style.  To  be  sure,  there 
have  been  sonne  casualties  but  only  a 
few. 

Dick  Wells,  one  of  the  regular 
guards,  suffered  a  recurrence  of  a 
shoulder  injury  which  put  him  out  for 
the  remainder  of  the  spring  session. 
This  injury  was  quite  disappointing, 
although  the  Gamma  Phi  house  was 
quite  overjoyed!  Likewise,  Paul  Soper, 
fast-stepping  frosh  back,  is  laid  up 
with  a  bad  knee  which  prevents  him 
from  reporting  regularly.  Lastly, 
"Fuzzy"  Ortmeyer,  another  plebe 
backfield  man  who  was  racing  through 
the  toughest  opposition,  had  the  mis- 
fortune to  break  his  collar-bone  in 
scrimmage,  and  thus  another  member 
disappeared  from  the  ranks  tempor- 
arily. 

A  typical  day  starts  out  with  every- 
one wandering  into  the  locker-room 
and  slowly  peeling  off  his  clothes. 
After  weighing  in  and  checking  their 
poundage  on  a  chart,  a  few  stretch 
out  on  the  rubbing  tables  to  have 
their  ankles  taped.  Big  Nick  Cutlich 
usually  lumbers  by  at  this  point  on 
his  way  out  to  the  track  field  where 
he  is  now  hurling  the  discus,  and  he 
shakes  his  head  pathetically  as  he 
glances  at  the  gridders  banging  away 
at  each  other.  In  the  training  room, 
Daly,  varsity  end,  usually  stalls  for 
twenty  minutes  dawdling  with  benzoin 
and  talking  fantastically  about  his 
summer  home,  which  is  actually  a 
flimsy  lean-to  in  a  clump  of  trees! 

Elmer  "Smooth"  Sahlin,  the  blonde 
comet,  is  usually  first  out  on  the  field 


where  he  amuses  himself  dropping 
punts  and  bumping  into  the  goal- 
posts before  acting  as  receiver  for 
the  kicking  backs.  Frannie  Purtell, 
Ash  Arnold,  and  Dick  Richards  were 
booting  the  pigskin  on  this  particular 
day  while  Coach  Waldorf  took  mo- 
tion pictures  of  their  form.  Purtell, 
sensational  backfield  prospect,  was 
averaging  about  fifty  yards  on  low 
spirals,  whereas  Arnold  and  Richards 
were    averaging    about    forty    yards. 

The  group  was  then  split  into  sev- 
eral squads  under  the  direction  of 
Waldo  Fisher,  "Dutch"  Lonborg, 
"Pop"  Vance,  and  Waldorf.  One 
group  composed  of  Joe  Hay,  Vince 
Miller,  Art  Cliff,  Irwin  Madsen,  and 
Greenfield  was  running  through  plays 
while  ends  Daly,  Horton,  Tim  Her- 
mann, and  Jim  Smith,  tall  negro 
flankman,  were  attempting  to  charge 
in  and  break  up  the  play. 

Across  the  field,  "Jack-rabbit"  Al 
Butherus  was  going  through  his  paces 
and  emphasizing  the  fact  that  he's 
liable  to  see  plenty  of  action  this  year. 
Not  far  away,  George  E.  McGurn, 
"problem-child"  of  the  practice  field, 
was  again  perplexing  "Pop"  Vance, 
who  was  trying  to  teach  Mac  the 
fundamentals  of  punting.  Finally,  a 
sack  was  placed  a  yard  in  front  of 
the  fullback  as  a  boundary  line  in 
order  to  shorten  his  steps  taken  be- 
fore punting.     After  tripping  over  it 


a  few  times,  Mac  began  to  get  real 
distance. 

The  highlight  was  yet  to  come. 
After  a  few  instructions,  the  squad 
began  to  trundle  around  the  field  a 
few  times  to  loosen  up.  Then  amid 
wheezes,  gasping  stomachs,  and  loud 
groans  (mostly  from  Daly  and  Jay 
Laskayj  a  series  of  calisthenics  were 
taken. 

Again  the  squads  were  formed,  one 
to  work  on  plays  while  the  other  two 
really  stressed  the  old  adage,  "only 
the  fit  survive."  In  the  latter  two 
groups,  a  backfield  man  for  no  reason 
at  all  would  run  directly  between  two 
well-padded,  bulbous  linemen  who 
had  no  space  between  them.  Natural- 
ly, something  had  to  give,  and  often 
it  was  an  upper  bridge  or  a  discour- 
aged bone.  Purtell,  Arnold,  Laskay, 
and  others  were  the  battering  rams 
while  centers  J.  Klute,  Sandy  Smith, 
Sprinkel,  and  Horvath  attempted  to 
form  the  immovable  wall.  Mike  Cal- 
vano,  now  an  assistant  coach,  didn't 
think  the  boys  were  hitting  hard 
enough,  because  only  three  had  been 
carried  from  the  field  in  five  minutes! 

The  climax  of  practice  is  the  scrim- 
mage wherein  everyone  gets  a  chance 
to  give  his  all  for  Northwestern.  The 
"gravy  team"  to  date  is  composed 
of  ends  Eby  and  Daly,  tackles  Vavrus 
and  Aarts,  guards  Guritz  and  Meth- 
od, center  Haman,  and  backs  Cliff, 
Soper,  Arnold,  and  McGurn.  They 
looked  powerful  and  seemed  to  work 
well  together.  After  a  man  was  re- 
lieved he  managed  to  stagger  into 
the  locker-room  where  he  found  sol- 
ace in  the  shower  and  rub-down. 

In  sum,  prospects  look  mighty  good 
for  the  coming  grid  season,  and  un- 
der such  careful  guidance  as  that  of 
Coach  Waldorf,  Northwestern  seems 
destined  for  a  banner  year. 
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TAVERN 
TOUCH 


by 
PAUL  H.  LITTLE 


THE  tavern,  once  a  place  of 
sanctuary,  is  no  longer  inviol- 
able. Hitherto  a  man  could  be 
pursued  by  bill  collectors,  job  hunt- 
ers, and  borrowing  relatives  even  in 
the  privacy  of  his  own  home;  but  it 
was  thought  that  he  was  safe  in  a 
tavern. 

And  it  was  the  custom  of  the  har- 
assed business  man  to  retire  to  his 
favorite  pub  around  the  corner  for 
secluded  moments  of  dreamy  remi- 
niscence, to  hold  aloft  a  schooner  of 
foaming  ale  in  silent  token  of  times 
long  past  a  la  Proust  while  the  jang- 
ling of  an  untuned  piano  and  the 
heterosexual  croonings  of  some  dub- 
ious tenor  lent  atmosphere  to  his 
reverie.  Here,  alone  and  unattend- 
ed, the  tired  capitalist  could  gather 
courage  for  another  day  at  the  office 
amid  falling  stock  reports  and  ex- 
ploding  bond   issues.      But   no   more. 

The  other  evening  at  one  of  our 
pet  dispensaries  of  stupifying  fluids, 
a  phenomenon  took  place  which  will 
change  the  old  order  ruthlessly. 

A  young  man  with  a  brief  case, 
obviously  the  college  type,  walked 
into  the  tavern,  made  his  youthfully 


EaiK«:tay.^aBii 


virile  way  to  the  bar,  and  ordered  a 
beer.  He  got  it,  quaffed  it  blithely, 
and  began  to  form  a  deep  and  lasting 
friendship  with  the  bartender.  We 
looked  on  for  a  moment,  decided  the 
young  man  was  harmless,  and  went 
back  to  our  testing  of  the  alcoholic 
percentage  in  a  bottle  of  Riesling. 

About  ten  minutes  later,  another 
young  man  wandered  In.  He  was 
more  the  contemplative  type.  He 
wore  spectacles,  and  we  concluded 
that  he  must  have  been  a  Phi  Beta 
Kappa  on  campus  because  of  his 
studious  appearance.  He  too  made 
his  way  to  the  bar,  sat  down  near  our 
friend  with  the  briefcase.  Presently 
the  latter  glanced  over  and  recog- 
nized the  studious  chap. 

"Why,  Bill,"  he  exclaimed,  "gosh, 
I'm  glad  to  see  you!  Why,  I  haven't 
seen  you  since  we  graduated  last 
June.  What  are  you  doing  these 
days?"  The  studious  young  man  re- 
plied that  he  was  working  as  a  copy- 
writer for  some  mail  order  house,  and 
the  two  began  to  discuss  the  many 
vagaries  of  life  over  a  second  beer. 

We  were  intent  upon  our  Riesling 
and,  it  having  its  mellowing  effects  in 


good  time,  looked  on  these  two  young 
men  with  kindly  eyes.  Good  fellow- 
ship and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  you 
know. 

Ten  minutes  later  a  third  young 
man  walked  in  and  made  his  way  to 
the  bar.  He  too  ordered  a  beer, 
and  then  recognized  the  two  others. 
"Why  Sid  and  Bill,"  he  said  in  a  loud 
voice,  "I  haven't  seen  you  since  we 
graduated  last  June!"  What  are  you 
boys  doing   to   beat  the   recession?" 

Sid,  the  lad  with  the  brief  case, 
replied,  "Say,  Bob,  I'm  working  for 
the  Real  Silk  Hosiery  people.  They've 
got  a  good  line,  too,"  and,  so  saying, 
he  opened  his  brief  case  and  took 
out  several  pairs  of  stockings  and 
spread  them  out  upon  the  bar.  Bob 
looked  interested,  so  Sid  proceeded 
to  quote  prices. 

"Say,  Sid,"  Bob  remarked,  "My 
girl  wants  some  stockings.  It's  just 
a  coincidence  this  way.  I  can  help 
you  out  and  myself  at  the  same  time. 
I  believe  I'll  buy  some  from  you  in 
memory  of  the  good  old  days  on  cam- 
pus." Sid  took  an  order  book  out  of 
(Continued  on   page  34) 
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BABBLE  has  been  engaged  In 
much  extraneous  research  lately 
(so  much  so  that  it  was  unable 
to  appear  last  month  in  its  usual  po- 
tent form),  HAW!  In  pouring  over 
certain  rare  manuscripts  we  found 
this  little  ditty  in  a  long  lost  volume 
of  Wordsworth. 

Friendship  is  the  greatest  thing  on 
earth  even  if  it  does  sometimes  lead 
to  love. 

Now  that  that's  out  of  our  system — 
and  getting  back  into  the  old  swing 
of  things,  Babble  was  glad  to  learn 
that  the  Delts  are  at  last  getting  a 
little  fussy  about  sanitation  (at  least 
in  some  things).  During  the  evening 
of  the  Delt  Prom  a  few  of  the  lads 
found  occasion  to  fill  up  one  of  the 
Morrison's  bathtubs  with  ice  cubes 
(of  course  Babble  makes  no  assump- 
tion as  to  why).  All  went  smoothly 
until  during  the  wee-er  hours  of  the 
morning  Chuck  Hallett  (no  relation 
to  Mai  Hallet),  conceived  the  brilliant 
thought  that  the  tub  might  be  in- 
fected with  athletes  foot,  and  de- 
cided that  the  only  thing  to  do  was 
to  scrub  each  cube  individually,  which 
he  did  very  painstakingly.  It's  too  bad 
he  did  though  because  otherwise  the 
boys  might  have  contracted  a  bit  of 
that  intestinal  FOOTitude.  (We  don't 
like  the  pun  either.) 

What  does  OIlie  Babcock  have  that 
doesn't  meet  the  eye?  He  has  some- 
thing that  had  the  Kappa  House  back 
on  its  heels  a  short  time  ago.  Hattie 
Morehouse,  Kay  Winter  and  Jane 
Gray  were  all  fighting  for  a  berth  at 
the  same  time  that  Ollie  was  doing 
Jane  Sturtevant  a  good  turn  by  dat- 
ing her.  (Not  that  we  mean  that  just 
because  he  dates  a  girl  that  he  is 
doing  her  a  favor.  Good  God,  no! 
He's  no  Harvard  man.)  We  refer  to 
the  fact  ^hat  Floyd  Hughes,  another 
Phi  Delt,  who  has  had  his  pin  on 
Jane  for  about  three  years  and  who 
had  started  to  wander  over  into  the 
Alpha  Phi  Phisterer  league  was 
brought  back  to  the  fold  by  Ollie's 
competition.  And  all  this  while,  rave 


notices  from  one  Betty  Stein.  Babble 
hopes  Ollie  will  be  giving  some  les- 
sons soon  —  we've  been  having 
trouble  ourselves. 

Janet  Tomlinson  of  Willard  Hall 
has  a  real  hard  luck  story.  Expecting 
her  father,  an  army  officer,  to  be 
transferred  to  Hawaii,  she  didn't 
crack  a  book  for  the  first  month  of 
this  semester  as  that  would  have 
meant  leaving  N.  U.  and  settling 
down  in  the  U.  of  Hawaii.  But  the 
war  scare  changed  the  government's 
plans,  her  fathei  wasn't  transferred, 
and  Tommy  has  a  bit  of  catching  up 
to  do. 

Since  Arlie  Rae  Colvin  has  been 
acting  as  house  president  we  under- 
stand that  the  Phi  house  has  not  been 
closing  as  early  as  it  might.  At  least 
on  the  Tuesday  night  before  spring 
vacation  Phalen,  Hanson,  Eby  and 
dates  were  still  in  the  house  when 
the-little-bird-who-told-us  left.  V/hy 
won't  the  rest  of  the  house  presidents 
on  the  south  quads  see  the  light  (or 
else  get  a   system  like  the   Kappas)? 

One  of  June  Christophersen's  many 
swains  was  walking  by  the  Theta 
house  after  the  April  snow  storm  and 
noticed  that  her  window  was  opened. 
He  could  not  see  in  the  second  story 
window  so  he  did  not  know  that  Miss 
Christophersen,  sans  pajama  bottoms, 
was  bending  over  in  the  room  very 
close  to  the  window — in  other  words, 
doubled  and  vulnerable.  So  it  v/as 
the  work  of  the  fates  which  led  him 
to  toss  a  snowball  through  the  win- 
dow and  it  was  the  work  of  the  fates 
which  directed  the  pellet  so  truly  to 
the  mark  (?).  June  says  she  never  was 
so  surprised  in  her  life  and  were  her 
cheeks  red. 

A  housewarming  of  the  old  school 
was  held  the  other  nite  when  Tony 
Maidment  and  Tom  Klopeck  opened 
up  their  new  quarters  on  Foster  street. 
Bob  Goman  and  Jerry  Flanigan  lent 
the  party  that  dissipated  air  and 
their  friend,  Joe  Daly,  ex  Beta,  be- 
came the  life  of  the  party  by  popping 
up  unexpectedly  in  one  of  their  beds 


the  next  morning — he'd  gone  to  sleep 
there  the  night  before  and  his  friends 
had  forgotten  to  take  him  along  with 
them.  Babble  does  not  say  there 
was  any  drinking  going  on  but  we 
do  say  that  Phalen  was  there,  so  ...  . 

Did  You  Know  That — 

You  can  add  Tri  Delt  Marg  Stinner 
to  the  list  of  gals  who  take  their  fel- 
low's pins  to  bed  with  them  ...  It 
looks  like  Peggy  Lighter's  far  away 
romance  is  headed  for  the  rocks  .  .  . 
We  would  like  to  find  the  real  story 
behind  Tully  Friedman's  sudden  switch 
in  dates  between  the  Prom  and  its 
last  chapter  .  .  .  That  broken  arm 
didn't  seem  to  bother  Lois  Ander- 
son and  Fred  Trenkle  a  bit  .  .  .  The 
models  at  the  Daily's  style  show  were 
the  funniest  we've  seen  yet,  with 
Jackie  Stuchlik  and  George  Heine- 
mann  carrying  off  top  honors  along 
this  line  .  .  .  Both  Lois  Keller  and 
Connie  Phillips  are  carrying  the  torch 
for  Bob  Rich  .  .  .  Jake  is  beating  out 
Jay  in  the  Betty  McDannell  league 
.  .  .  Dophie  Wheeler  has  Jack  Ryan's 
football  picture  on  her  dresser  .  .  . 
Gene  Jackson  sans  date  was  looking 
plenty  good  in  that  Big  Apple  at  the 
Congress  .  .  .  The  girls  are  still  having 
their  duty  dates  with  Jack  Schust  .  .  . 
Eadie  Foster  should  pull  down  her 
shades   at   nite   while    undressing? 

«=^ 

You've  heard  of  people  being 
double-crossed  but  we  bet  that  you 
have  never  heard  of  a  girl  that  was 
quadruple-jilted.  We  plead  the  case 
of  Barb  Freeman,  Theta  freshman.  No 
longer  does  Bob  Barnes  call  at  Willard 
Hall;  Arnie  Taylor,  the  Phi  Psi's  little 
monster,  has  turned  to  another  Theta 
prospect  in  the  person  of  Sue  Ingalls; 
Phil  Rogers  no  longer  comes  around; 
and  there  are  some  more  but,  like 
Dorothy  Parker,  when  we  get  this  far 
we  lose  count. 

They  have  the  "four  date"  rule  over 
at    the    AOPi    house;    meaning    that 

(Continued  on  page  33) 
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THEY  WHO  SERVE  THE  MUSE 


by  A.  AVERCHENCKO 

(Translated  from  the  Russian  by  Nathaniel  J.  Lipes) 


\\ 


m: 


AY  I  come  in?" 

Before  the  permission  to  enter  was  grant- 
^ed,  a  tail  young  man  made  his  way  into 
my  office.  His  face  bore  a  dull  expression;  his  body  move- 
ments showed  signs  of  emotional  instability. 

"You  are  the  editor,  aren't  you?" 

"I  don't  deny  it  ...  I  am  slightly  mixed  up  with  the 
editing  business." 

"So,  so  .  .  .  Strange,  though.  But  you  don't  look  like 
an  editor.    Your  face  ...  it  is  so  expressionless." 

"I  beg  your  pardon!" 

"Oh,  don't  be  offended.  I  really  don't  blame  you  for 
that." 

"What  is  it  you  want?" 

"I  brought  my  poetry." 

"Fine  .  .  .  Leave  it  here.  You  will  get  a  reply  two 
weeks  from  today." 

"Says  who?  Quit  kidding!  I  want  you  to  read  it  now." 

Being  inwardly  mad  at  the  visitor  for  his  criticism  of 
my  face,  I  decided  to  delay  the  answer  for  a  much 
longer  period  of  time. 

"Come  again  sometime  during  the  winter  months.  I 
will  then  .  .  .  well,  we  can  read  your  verses  now." 

I  have  uttered  the  last  phrase  unwillingly,  after  I  looked 
at  the  visitor  and  saw  a  muzzle  of  a  revolver  aimed  at 
me.     Shrinking  from  the  gun,  I  asked  carelessly: 


'Do  you  want  to  show  me  the  caliber  of  your  revolver?" 

"Oh,  no!  I  want  to  show  you  how  I  deal  with  men  of 
your  caliber.  Tell  me,  how  would  you  like  to  have  a  piece 
of  lead  in  your  forehead?" 

I  refused  categorically:  "First  of  all,  I  am  too  busy 
now.  Secondly,  your  offer  is  so  unexpected.  I'll  think 
it  over.    Call  again  some  other  time." 

"Will  you  read  my  verses  or  won't  you!?"  roared  my 
visitor  waving  his  gun. 

"Certainly,  certainly.  I  am  sure  your  poetry  is  excel- 
lent." 

"And  how!  Take  your  paw  away  from  that  bell  but- 
ton or  I'll  crack  it." 

"Do  you  think  I  wanted  to  call  some  one?  You  are 
deeply  mistaken.  What  a  beautiful  handwriting  you 
have  ..." 

"To  look  at  a  classical  piece  of  work,  but  to  admire 
only  the  handwriting  one  must  be  an  epileptic  or  feeble- 
minded.   Read  it!  With  gusto." 

I  carried  out  his  orders  only  halfheartedly,  for  I  com- 
menced to  read  the  manuscript  with  a  feeling  of  extreme 
repugnance.  His  poem  began  thus: 

"Why  are  you  so  fat?  Why  so  gray?" 
"The  Devil  summoned  you  here  .  .  ." 
"Thoughts  are  .  .  .  mice." 
"I  have  hated  them  immeasurably." 

(Continued  on  page  35) 
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FASHION 


^^m     ^^  The  PURPLE  PARROT,  with  the  coopera- 

^^^^  Hon  of  Carson  Pirie  Sco+t  &  Co.  and  T.W.A.  Airlines, 

sponsors  a  Fashion  Treasure  Hunt.  Entrants  will  secure  entrance 
blanks  at  the  Fourth  Floor  Shop  of  the  State  street  store  of  Carson  Pirie  Scott  &  Co.  You 
will  be  given  the  list  of  titles  of  twelve  stories  or  features  appearing  in  the  last  six  issues 
of  the  PURPLE  PARROT  nnagazine.  Each  contestant  will  then  go  on  a  fashion  hunt  through- 
out the  store  to  find,  and  number  on  his  contest  sheet,  the  exhibits  which  suggest  the 
correct  titles.  These  exhibits  will  be  easily  identifiable  by  their  purple  and  white  color 
scheme  in  the  background.  There  will  be  a  thirteenth  exhibit,  one  for  men  and  one  for 
women,  which  will  be  untitled  and  for  which  the  contestant  will  be  required  to  write 
twenty-five  (25)  words  or  less  on  why  he  thinks  the  clothes  in  the  exhibit  are  particularly 
suited  to  air  travel. 


Prizes 

Two  round  trips  to 
Los  Angeles,  California, 

lasting  from 

May  1 9  to  May  22,  1938, 

valued  at  $250  each, 

will  be  given  to  a 

man  and  a  woman  from 

Northwestern  University 

for  their  cleverness 

at  deduction 

and  description. 
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IThe  hunt  is  open  to  all  Northwestern  University  stu- 
dents except  those  on  the  staff  of  the  PURPLE  PAR- 
ROT. 

2     Competition  starts  at  9:30  a.m.,  May  6,  and  closes 
at  5  p.m.,  May   14.  All  entries  must  be  delivered  in 
person. 

3     Students  will  obtain  entry  blanks  at  the  Fourth  Floor 
Shop  in  the  South  State  Street  Building,  Carson  Pirie 
Scott  &  Co.,  Chicago. 

4  Each  contestant  must  find  the  exhibits  and  place  the 
number  of  each  display  opposite  the  title  of  the 
PURPLE  PARROT  story  or  article  with  which  he  thinks  it 
is  associated. 

5     In  the  space  provided  at  the  bottom  of  the  page, 
the  entrant  must  tell  in  25  words  or  less  why  he  thinks 


Rules  of  the  Hunt 


Exhibit    13    or    14   is   particularly   adapted   to   air  travel. 
Women  write  on  Exhibit  13,  Men  on  Exhibit  14. 

6     Each  contestant  must  return  his  completed  entry  in 
person  to  the  Fourth  Floor  Shop. 

7  The  sponsors  reserve  the  right  to  close  the  contest 
at  any  time  at  which  the  number  of  contestants  be- 
comes so  large  as  to  prohibit  the  judges  from  adequately 
considering  the  entries. 


8 


The  contest  will  be  judged  on  the  accuracy  of  deduc- 
tion and  the  cleverness  of  the  descriptive  writing. 


9     There  will   be  three  judges:   one  from  the   PURPLE 
PARROT,  one  from  Carson  Pirie  Scott  &  Co.,  and 
one  neutral  party.  The  judges'  decision  will  be  final. 
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SPINNING  ON  A  DISC 


/CCORDING  to  Irving  Mills,  pilot 
^  of  Master  Records,  swing  musi- 
\  clans  have  proven  themselves 
greater  artists  than  most  jazzists,  for 
they  show  keener  interest  in  the  music 
as  an  Art,  rather  than  just  as  an  occu- 
pation. In  this  line,  he  points  out  that 
most  swingsters  are  capable  of  play- 
ing more  than  their  regular  instru- 
ments. For  instance,  Duke  Ellington  will 
bring  out  an  old  accordion  to  amuse 
intimates  at  his  home.  Bobby  Hackett, 
who  has  developed  into  the  year's 
greatest  trumpeter,  doubles  on  violin 
and  guitar  and  has  even  been  play- 
ing electric  organ  at  Nick's,  in  N.  Y. 
Joe  Marsala's  Chicagoans,  soon  to 
be  heard  on  platters  with  their  fa- 
mous "Jim  Jam  Stomp,"  all  double 
on  trumpets.  The  late  Bix  played 
piano  and  even  contributed  one  of 
the  most  outstanding  solos,  "In  a 
Mist,"  to  jazzology.  Pete  Brown,  saxist 
with  Buster  Bailey's  Rhythm  Busters, 
doubles  on  trumpet  and  Charles 
Shavers,  in  the  same  ensemble,  often 
puts  down  his  trumpet  to  double  on 
piano.  Lionel  Hampton  plays  drums 
as  well  as  he  performs  on  vibes.  Vo- 
calist Cab  Calloway  has  been  taking 
sax  lessons  from  Chu  Berry  and  will 
be  heard  on  forthcoming  platters. 
Bert  Shefter,  whose  Rhythm  Octet 
has  finally  stepped  out  with  "Taming 
the  Devil"  and  "Airplane  and  the 
Bee"  recently  made  several  classical 
recordings  playing  harpsichord. 
Trombonists  Tommy  Dorsey  and  Jack 
Jenney  both  play  trumpet  and  French 
horn.  Composer  -  arranger  Frank 
Marks  has  been  heard  as  a  pianist  on 
several  recordings,  but  on  a  recent 
Billy  Kyle  Swing  Club  platter  he 
played  drums  in  an  emergency. 


The  outstanding  platter  of  the 
month  will  undoubtedly  be  "Jamming 
the  Waltz"  recorded  by  Leonard 
Feather  and  Ye  Olde  English  Swynge 


With    PAUL   SPIEGEL 

Band  (for  Master-Vocalion),  marking 
the  first  time  a  jam-fest  has  been 
waxed  in  three  four  tempo.  The  band 
was  comprised  of  seven  ace  instru- 
mentalists who  played  more  than  a 
dozen  different  instruments  on  the 
session  and  included  three  band  lead- 
ers: Joe  Marsala  (clarinet),  Bobby 
Hacketi-  (trumpet)  and  Pete  Brown 
(alto  sax),  who  is  now  forming  his  own 
band.  Others  on  the  date  were  Joe 
Bushkin  (piano)  Arthur  Shapiro  (bass), 
George  Wettling  (drums)  and  Ray 
Blondi  (guitar).  The  theme  used  for 
this  Innovation  in  swing  was  the  ordi- 
nary Negro  blues,  but  extended  to 
twenty-four  bars  instead  of  the  usual 
twelve. 

Mills  Artists,  Inc.,  is  preparing  to 
book  Bobby  Hackett's  sensational 
swing  band,  now  at  Nick's  Tavern,  for 
a  series  of  afternoon  swing  sessions 
at  colleges  around  New  York.  Guest 
stars  will  include  Red  McKenzie, 
Eddie    Condon,     Pee    Wee     Russell, 


George  Brunies  and  others  .  .  .  Lang- 
ston  Hughes,  famous  author,  has  writ- 
ten the  first  of  a  series  of  "blues" 
songs  called,  "Love  Is  Like  Whiskey," 
which  was  recorded  by  Midge  Wil- 
liams and  featured  by  her  on  current 
appearances  with  Louis  Armstrong's 
band  .  .  .  The  name  "Mercer  Elling- 
ton," which  appears  on  Cootie  Wil- 
liams' disk  of  Pigeons  and  Peppers" 
belongs  to  Duke  Ellington's  sixteen- 
year-old  son,  who  made  his  debut, 
this  month,  as  a  tune:mith  .  .  . 

Since  Joe  Usifer's  guest  soloing 
with  Arturo  Toscanini  several  weeks 
ago  when  he  played  the  sax  solo  in 
"Pictures  at  an  Exhibition,"  Usifer's 
swing  platter  of  "Hall  of  the  Moun- 
tain King"  has  jumped  into  the  best- 
selling  groove  .  .  .  Raymond  Scott's 
forthcoming  disk  titles  will  include 
"The  Freckled  Fox,"  a  rhythmic  por- 
trait; "Square  Dance  for  Egyptian 
Mummies,"  the  second  of  a  series  of 

(Continued   on    page   31) 
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Phylis  Murphy 

*  An  outstanding  freshman  co-ed  on  campus.  In  Wot 
Mu,  on  Daily  Northwestern,  co-chairman  freshmo 
publicity,   Syllabus   and   Pledge   president. 


Resting  between 
dances  at  the  Post 
Prom  is  Ace  Horton 
and  Charlotte  Love. 


romotion  head,  Ted  Gianakopulus, 
and  date  Doris  Caesar  take  time  out 
to  grin  in  the  direction  of  the  Parrot 
photographer. 


Bob  Knox  and  Cam  Jernegan  glide 
by  unaware  of  everything  except  the 
music  .  .  .  and  themselves. 


ully  Friedman   laughs  at  the   weight  »> 

sser  whom   he  out-smarted   by  rest-        Bob     Barnes    and     Dorothy    Wheeler 
his  feet  on  the  floor.  hand   over  their   ducat  to   Ernie    Nord- 

strom   so    as   to    gain    entrance    to   the 
Post  Prom  and  all  it  stands  for. 


Xroni      Larson  s       JViix      and      iVLatcn      Onop 

Jacket        \J  Okirt        \J  Ow^eater        sj 

A  trio  or  aoubie-Luaaies"  wnose  perfect  agreement  on  tne  euDJect  or  color  is  due  to  tne  ract 
tnat  tnev  were  avea  in  tne  wool  to  matcli.  Muck  as  tne;^  like  to  he  around  eacn  otner,  tneij  re 
all  |ood  mixers  and  |et  alon|  teautiiullv  witli  otner  colors  in  tne  same  |roup.  Tne  embroid- 
ered jacket  errects  a  smart  alliance  between  wool  rabric  and  knit.  $6.95.  Tne  |ored  skirt, 
ipO.95.    Tne  classic  sweater,  ^3.95.    All  come  in  blue,  natural,  ^reen,  melon,  in  sizes  12  to  20. 

Mix  an  J  Match  Shop,  Fourth  Floor 

CARSON  PIRIE  SCOTT  &  CO 


PURPLE  PARROT 


POETS'  CORNER 


Bad   men 

Want  their   women 

To  be  like  cigarettes 

In  a  case. 

Just  so  many,  all  slender  and  trim, 

Waiting  in  a  row 

To   be  selected,   set  aflame,   and. 

When   their  fire   has  died, 

Discarded. 

More  fastidious  men 

Prefer  women   like   cigars; 

These   are   more  exclusive. 

Look  better  and  last  longer. 

If  the  brand  is  good 

They  aren't  given  away. 

Nice  men 

Treat  women  like  pipes, 

And  become  attached  to  them. 

Knock  them  gently  but  lovingly. 

And  care  for  them  always. 

IJo  man  shares  his  pipe. 

Sonnet;  Dialogue 
Between  Lovers 

hie:  "Grace,  why  can't  you  be  a 
regular  girl?" 

She:  "Joe,  dearest,  whatever  do  you 
mean?" 

He:  (peevishly):  "You've  got  me  in  a 
whirl  of  spending  money  until  I'm 
plucked  clean." 

She  (coyly):  "Well,  if  you're  so  stingy, 
then — " 

He  (flaring  up):  "Yes,  yes,  I  know.  You 
think  you'll  punish  me  by  going  with 
other  men.  Honestly,  Grace,  you 
drive  a  fellow  to  drink." 

She  (quite  demurely):  "Joe,  I  think 
you're   nice." 

He:  "That's  because  I  cater  to  your 
taste  for  ballets,  first  editions,  a 
new  dress.  For  most  expensive 
things  you've  got  a  vice." 

She:  "It  makes  up  for  all  the  love  1 
waste." 

He:  "Our  love  lasts  till  I  go  broke?" 

She:    "Yes."  P.H.L 


Vice 

Is  nice 

But  a  little  virtue 

won't  hurt  you. 

If  I  wear  his  pin, 
it  ain't  no  sin. 


Wet  eyes, 
Get  guys. 


m 


m 


I  disapprove  of  the  masses, 
of  gentlemen  who  make  passes 
at  girls  wearing  glasses, 
and  people  who  sit  on  their  fannies. 
M.  Wilding 

We  Wonder.  Too 

Where   is   a    girl    who    can   cook   like 

mother? 
Gosh,  but  I'm  tired  of  beaneries. 
O    for    a    home-cooked    meal    with 

another 
Huge    wedge    of    pie    that's    sure   to 

please! 

Where    Is   a    girl   who   can   wash   the 

dishes 
Till  they're  as  clean  as  clean  can  be. 
And   after  that  listen  to  your  wishes 
And,  just  like  mother,  always  agree? 

Where  is  a  girl  who  can  budget 
neatly. 

Keeping  the  high  cost  of  living  down. 

And  when  you  come  home  greet  you 
sweetly. 

Ridding  your  face  of  that  bread- 
winner's frown? 

Where  is  a  girl  whose  extravagances 

Are  in  her  love,  for  she  loves  you  so 
well? 

Where  is  a  girl  just  like  one  in  ro- 
mances? 

Only  the    Lord    knows  and    He   won't 

p.  H.  L 


Wonderful  the  love  of  a  beautiful 
maid. 

And  wonderful  the  love  of  a  true 
blue  man, 

And  wonderful  the  love  of  souls  un- 
afraid. 

Battling  life  as  best  they  can. 

And  wonderful's  the  love  of  little 
ones. 

Still  greater  the  love  of  a  mother, 

But  the  greatest  love,  Is  the  great 
love. 

Of  one  dead  drunk  for  another. 


— P.S.F. 


€£ 


"Were  you  copying  his  paper?" 
"No,  sir,  I  was  only  looking  to  see 
If  he  had  mine  right." 

Frosh:  "How  about  a  date  to- 
night?" 

Senior  Coed:  "I  can't  go  out  with 
a   baby." 

Frosh:  "Er  .  .  pardon  me,  I  didn't 
know." 

It  happened  in  Seattle's  largest 
department  store  during  a  rush.  The 
elevator  was  jammed,  and  the  cables 
groaned. 

The  elevator  rose  slowly,  and  as  It 
neared  the  third  floor,  a  piercing 
scream  caused  the  operator  to  stop 
the  car  midway.  All  eyes  were  cast 
on  a  large  woman  in  a  short  seal 
jacket  who  wore  an  injured  expression. 
A  small  boy,  not  yet  of  school  age, 
stood  directly  behind  her. 

"I  did  It,"  he  announced  trucu- 
lently. "It  was  In  my  face,  so  I  bit  It." 

—Froth. 

Perplexed  Oriental:  "Our  children 
velly   white.    Is   velly  stiange." 

Spouse:  "Well  .  .  .  Occidents  will 
happen."  _^^^    ^^^ 

Lady:  "So  you  are  on  a  submarine, 
tell  me,  what  do  you  do?" 

Sailor:    "Oh,     I     run    forward    and 

hold    her   nose   when   we're   going   to 

dive."  I 

— Log. 


for  MORE 

PLEASURE 


"    r^>  ^^  more  smoking  pleasure . . . 

Chesterfield's  refreshings  mildness., 
good  taste . . .  and  appetizing  aroma 


is 


Copyright  1938,  Liggett  &  Myers  Tobacco  Co. 


. .  milli 


ions 


CARSON 

PIRIE 

SCOTT 

&  CO 


Yoiill     riave     a     W  nirl      in      1  nis 
-rleateo-All-Aroiino      J  rock 

Aaorin|  |lance8  rrom  the  O.  ana  O.  ,  ana  not  competition 
irom  tne  sta|  line  are  lorgone  conclusions  it  you  choose  tnis 
cncnantin^  irock  \x>itn  tne  varus  ana  yards  or  pleats  in  its 
billowing  skirt.  It  has  one  or  the  new  "wandering  waistlines 
—  hi|h  or  not-so-hi|h,  depending  on  which  or  the  velveteen 
rihhon  hands  you  choose  to  call  a  helt.  In  white  Bemherg 
rayon  sheer,  flowered  in  multicolor.  Sizes  11  to  17.  W^ith 
little  jacket  to  match  (not  shown). 


$22-95 


Evening  Shop,  Fourih  hloor 


A    gesture    from    the 
joning   Harry  Fleer. 


itos  by  Jim  Penhallegon  and  Paul  Heismann 


Beginning  May  12  Carlos  Molinos  and  his  orches- 
tra open  at  the  Villa  Moderne. 


Production    man    Fuchs 
of   speech    strives   for   the 
in  stage  lighting. 


the 
■ight 


;chc 
iffect 


Further  experiments   by   Dr.  Carl: 
Seeds  of  spring  wild  flowers  plante( 
the  fall    .   .   .   some,    such   as   hepat 
wild  geranium,  yellow  violet  grow 
Others  don't  have  "umph." 


Photos  by  courtesy  of  1939  Syllabi 


Photos  by  courtesy  of  1 939  Syllabus  and  Paul  Heisman 


Aeliene  Evans  waits  ever 
so  patiently  in  the  coeds' 
room  for  that  certain  party 
.  .  .  or  perhaps  anybody. 


These  smiles  will  soon  vanish. 
They're  waiting  to  get  their  examina- 
tion papers  back. 


Photos  by  Chicago  Campus  students 


Mike  (hairy-chest)  Karch  glints  into 
the  sun  for,  apparently,  no  good 
reason. 


Two  Delta  Sigs  get  steamed  up 
over  a  fast  game  of  checkers  in  the 
commerce  room. 


'M,^H 


Bob  Wrath  and  Jean 
Brown  smile  out  of  an  auto- 
mobile back  seat  but  seem 
loathe  to   move. 


I 


Dotty  Wickery 
trucks  right  off  the 
page. 
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Carson  Pirie  Scott  &  Co. 

A  MAYTIME  wedding  for  a  college  bride  —  with  Jean  Perrill,  Kappa  Kappa 
Gamma,  and  Peggy  Leimert  of  Mon+icello  College  as  her  beautiful  brides- 
maids. You  look  lovely,  you  who  are  fortunate  to  attend  a  wise  bride  who 
gives  just  as  careful  attention  to  your  costume  as  to  her  own.  Your  reflections  flash 
back  happily  at  you,  appreciative  of  your  mimosa  yellow  dresses  in  marquisette  over 
rayon  taffeta  and  of  your  charming  hair  hats  with  mimosa  tulle  bows. 
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on  Pirie  Scott  &  Co. 


JUST  the  thing  needed,  your  laziness  to  complete.  Clothes  that  are  cool  and  com- 
fortable and  that  stretch  with  each  yawning  move  you  make.  There's  nothing  like 
these  sport  wash  slacks  ($3.95)  with  their  built-in  elastic  to  save  you  time  and 
trouble.  The  belt,  you  needn't  worry,  will  last  the  entire  long  life  of  the  pants.  With 
them  you'll  want  the  very  definite  crew  neck  sport  shirt  that  comes  in  all  colors  in 
stripe.  Made  of  lisle  to  sell  at  $3.95,  the  same  quality  in  an  English  lisle  would  be 
sure  to  cost  you  over  $7.00.  Then  to  foot  it  off,  a  pair  of  sport  saddle  oxfords  with 
Esquire's  fashion  note,  red  soles,  at  $6.75. 
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PAINTING  THE  TOWN 
PURPLE 

With  BOB  KERSTINS 

DINING.  DANCING 

PALMER  HOUSE  —  Eddy  Duchin, 
his  "magic  piano  fingers,"  and  his 
orchestra  provide  a  perfect  back- 
ground for  the  new  and  enter- 
taining show  down  here  in  the 
beautiful  Empire  Room.  The  quiet 
and  refined  sophistication  of  the 
Empire  Room  place  it  among  the 
leaders  of  this  city's  entertain- 
ment world.  Minimum  is  $3  a  plate 
on  week  nights  and  $3.50  on  Satur- 
day. 

DRAKE  hlOTEL— Found  a  capacity 
crowd  "dancing  with  joy"  at 
Jimmy  Joy's  opening  night  in  the 
Gold  Coast  Room.  Jimmy's  smooth 
and  mellow  sax  section  was  espe- 
cially Impressive.  Edna  Sedgwick 
has  some  neat  toe  routines,  and 
the  dancing  of  Santoro  and  Lor- 
raine got  many  encores.  Minimum 
remains  at  $3  on  week  nights,  $3.50 
on  Saturday,  and  $1.50  at  the 
popular  Sunday  Tea   Dansants. 

BISMARCK  HOTEL  —  After  con- 
tinued requests  by  his  many  fans, 
Eddie  Varzos  is  back  in  the  Wal- 
nut Room  with  his  tantalizing  gypsy 
orchestra.  Lucio  Garcia,  the  band's 
Spanish  troubador,  can  really  put 
his  songs  over.  A  gay  show  Includes 
Manno  and  Strafford,  dance  team; 
Marie  Kuhlman,  ballet  and  interpre- 
tive danseuse;  and  Jose  Bethan- 
court,  marimba  wizard.  Minimum  Is 
$1  on  week  nights  and  $2  on  Sat- 
urdays. 

STEVENS  HOTEL— After  a  most  suc- 
cessful stand  at  the  Book-Cadillac 
in  Detroit,  Marvin  Frederic  and 
his  orchestra  are  heading  the  cur- 
rent show  In  the  Continental  Room. 
Marv  has  a  young  and  versatile 
band  which  a  very  short  time  ago 
was  the  hit  of  the  campus  up  at 
the  University  of  Michigan.  We 
enjoyed  watching  dance  team 
Gloveer  and  La  Mae  teaching 
bashful  patrons  on  the  floor 
the  newest  routines.  Minimum 
is  $2  at  all  times. 


Opening  day- and  every  day- 

BEECHNUT  GUM 

is  the  password 
to  pleasure 


WHENEVER  YOU    PLAY 

.  .  .  gum  helps  keep  >ou  "on 
your  game".  .  .  ir  helps  stcad> 
your  nerves  .  .  .  keeps  mouth 
and  throat  moist 

BEECHIES  are  the  candy 
dividualpieces  ofgum 
;e  flavors.   .Pepptr 
■t,  Pepsin  or  Spearmin 
.  .  .  select  the  kind  you 
like  best. 


Always  worth  stopping  for. 


The  use  of  chewing  gum  gives  your  mouth,  teeth 
and  gums  beneficial  exercise.  Beech-Nut  Oralgene  is 
specially  made  tor  this  purpose  It' 
ler'  .   .   .  helps  keep  teeth  clean  an 
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SPOTS   HERE   AND   THERE 

Newest  after  the  dance  craze: 
spare  ribs  at  Bartel's  on  North  Sheri- 
dan Road  .  .  .  They're  marvelous! 
.  .  .  Student  followers  of  Jack  Halll- 
day's  Friday  night  shows  out  at  the 
Villa  Moderne  on  Skolcie  are  con- 
tinually becoming  more  numerous  .  .  . 
Jack's  our  idea  of  the  perfect  host 
...  If  it's  swing  you're  after,  don't 
pass  by  that  of  Jimmy  Green  down 
at  the  Limehouse  on  Howard  Street 
.  .  .  Also,  add  the  Manhattans  at 
Skokie  Road's  Skyrocket  and  the  3 
Bits  of  Rhythm  at  Bartel's  to  that 
list  ...  A  rather  portly  aristocrat  was 
finally  ejected  from  the  Chez  Paree's 
portals  the  other  night  .  .  .  He  in- 
sisted on  whistling  over  the  micro- 
phone while  maestro  Lou  Breese  was 
in  the  midst  of  "Whistle  While  You 
Work"  .  .  .  Husk  O'Hare  is  opening 
a  new  spot  out  on  Dempster  where 
the  old  Cocoanut  Grove  was  .  .  .  He 
asked  campus  leader  Cliff  Aspegren 
to  provide  the  music,  but  arrange- 
ments could  not  be  made  because 
of  union  difficulties  .  .  .  We  tested 
the  slogan  of  Mann's  Rainbow  Tav- 
ern the  other  evening,  "If  It  Swims 
We  Have  It"  .  .  .  They  won  .  .  . 
Saw  Adriana  Caselotti,  the  vocal 
"Snow  White"  at  the  College  Inn 
.  .  .  She  bears  a  distinct  resemblance 
to  the  Disney  character  .  .  .  Newest 
treat  at  Jaque's  on  Michigan  are 
baked  oysters  .  .  .  Louis  Armstrong 
going  stronger  than  ever  out  at  the 
Grand  Terrace  .  .  .  Saw  one  of  the 
campus'  prominent  Independents  at 
a  ringside  table  at  the  Gay  Nineties 
.  .  .  Tsk,  tsk  .  .  .  Louis  Panico  besieged 
with  requests  for  "Sissy"  .  .  .  He 
wrote  it  .  .  .  Ray  Baduc  doing  Krupa 
more  than  one  better  down  at  the 
Blackhawk  with  Bob  Crosby's  band 
.  .  .  Listen  for  the  Bob-Cats  .  .  . 
Griff  Williams  doing  plenty  good  at 
the  Edgewater  .  .  .  Orrin  Tucker  will 
open  the   summer  season  there   .  .  . 

Silence. 
More  silence. 
Strained  silence. 

He:  "Aren't  the  walls  unusually 
perpendicular  this  evening?" 


She:  "Don't  you  think  a  shoulder 
strap  is  an  important  little  article?" 

He:  "Yes,  It's  the  only  thing  that 
keeps  an  attraction  from  becoming 
a  sensation." 

Friend:  "How  do  you  feel  this 
morning?" 

Hungover:  "There  have  been  peo- 
ple that  felt  better  than  I  do  and  still 
died." 

Cow:  (Looking  into  silo):  "1  wonder 
if  my  fodder  is  in  dere?" 


He's  so  dumb  he  thinks  stagnation 
is  a  country  for  men  only. 

A  girl  took  two  monkeys  to  a  taxi- 
dermist. He  asked  if  she  wanted  them 
mounted  and  she  replied — "No,  just 
have  them  holding  hands." 


Card  in  dating  bureau  at  Willard: 
"A  nicely  reared  girl  who  is  not  bad 
from  the  front  either." 

Home  is  where  you  scratch  any 
place  that  itches. — Pelican 

Her  (at  prom):  "Wait  here  for  me 
Bill  while  I  go  and  powder  my  nose." 

Her  (three  dances  later):  "Been 
waiting  long?" 

Him:  "No,  but  I've  been  looking 
all  over  for  you  to  give  you  your 
compact." — Frivol 

Teacher:'  "Conjugate  the  verb  'to 
swim'." 

Pupil:  "Swim,  swam,  swum." 

Teacher:  Now  conjugate  the  verb 
'to  dim'." 

Pupil:  "Dim — say,  are  you  trying 
to  kid  me?" 

"Hey,  you  can't  dance  that  way 
here." 

"But  this  is  interpretive  dancing." 
"Then   I'm  interpreting  it  wrong." 


a^'l^K 
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PIE 

IN  THE 

SKY 


A  BOX  OF  LIFE  SAVERS  FOR  THE  BEST  WISECRACK! 
What  is  the  best  joke  that  you  heard  on  the  campus  this  week? 
For  the  best  line  submitted  each  month,  there  will  be  a  free  award  of 
an  attractive  cellophane-wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver 
Flavors.  Jokes  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of  this  publication.  The 
winning  wisecrack  will  be  published  the  following  month  along  with  the 
lucky  winner's   name. 

The  following  joke,  submitted  by  Edwin  Winnett,  won  the  prize  this  month: 
A  little  Jewish  boy  was  weeping  copiously  on  a  busy  New  York  street 
corner.  A  passerby  stopped  and  asked  his  trouble;  but  all  they  could  elicit  was 
"I'm  lost."  Finally  a  large  crowd  gathered  and  the  boy  after  looking  around, 
said,  "(Sniffle)  I'm  lost,  I  live  in  Leve  Goldberg's  Big  Economy  Store  at  14th 
street  and  Second  avenue,  where  we  are  having  a  mammoth  bankruptcy  sale, 
with  all  goods  at  greatly  reduced  prices  for  this  week  only,  boo-hoo." 


TWA'S  COMPLIMENTARY 
MEALS  AND  FRIENDLY 
SERVICE  ARE  FAMOUS 

When  you  travel,  fly.  And  always  fly 
TWA — the  fastest  service  coast-to- 
coast.  TWA  Skyliners  give  you  speed 
and  luxury  in  the  sky! 

Going  to  California?  Fly  [here 
overnight  via  TWA.  Want  to  see 
Grand  Canyon  .  .  .  Boulder  Dam 
from    the   air?    Then    Fly   TWA! 

3  HOURS  59  MINUTES 
CHICAGO -NEW  YORK 

Imagine  this  .  .  .  less  than  4  hours 
to  New  York  in  a  TWA  non-stop 
Skyclub!      Try   it! 

CALL  STATE  2433 

the  TWA  office,  or  any  hotel, 
travel  bureau,  or  telegraph  sta- 
tion   for    reservations. 


And  then  there  was  a  girl  so  dumb 
she  thought  Vat  69  was  the  Pope's 
telephone  number. 

And  then  there  was  the  fellow 
who  took  his  girl  out  into  the  night 
and  mist. 

Warden:  What's  he  done  now? 
Convict:  He  tore  da  leaf  offa  da 
calendar  and  it  was  my  toin. 


Irate  father  (to  daughter  entering 
at  3  a.m.) — What  does  the  clock  say? 
Daughter — Tick-tock. 

The  street  car  stopped  at  the  inter- 
section. 

"All  aboard,"  yelled  the  conductor 
from  the  front  of  the  car. 

"Wait!"  cried  a  feminine  voice. 
"Wait  until  I  get  my  clothes  on." 
The  naked  girl  came  down  the  aisle. 

We  had  all  expected  a  negress  with 
a  bundle  of  laundry. 


INEXPENSIVE  FUN! 


Set  up  a  bike  party 
...  or  make  it  a  duo 
on  our  tandem  bike 
with    your    best    girl. 

CYCLE  .  .  . 

...  to  the  forest  preserve 
for  a  picnic. 

...  to  Ravinia  for  a  con- 
cert. 

...  to  any  quiet  and  se- 
cluded nook  on  a  moon- 
light night. 

25c  per  hour 
3  hours  for  50c 

Maple 
Cycle  Shop 

1605  Maple  Avenue 
Sreenleaf  63 1 5 
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SEEING  EYE 

(Continued   from    page   5) 

your  selected  card  in  just  a  jiffy, 
even  though  you  shuffled  it  into  the 
deck  yourself.  His  nanne  is  Otto  and 
he's  the  cleverest  magician  you  ever 
saw — for  a  duck. 

Saturday  afternoons  Ireland's  shop 
is  always  filled  with  mystics.  They 
stand  around  and  pull  cigarettes  and 
cards  out  of  each  other's  hair  and 
swap  tricks  and  have  a  wonderful 
time.  Magicians  love  to  stand  around. 

All  this  makes  It  pretty  nerve 
wracking  for  the  employees  of  the 
building,  especially  the  elevator  man. 
He  says  that  magi  from  Ireland's  are 
always  pulling  miracles  In  the  eleva- 
tor and  sometimes  startle  unsuspect- 
ing patrons  something  awful.  He 
particularly  has  it  In  for  one  fellow 
who  makes  a  specialty  of  producing 
live  (and  sometimes  not  so  live)  gold 
fish  out  of  the  air.  This  is  especially 
bad  in  a  crowded  car.  Rabbits  are  a 
nuisance,  too. 

We  didn't  stay  at  Ireland's  very 
long.  Guess  we're  just  a  softie. 

Of  course,  if  we  had  said,  "Three," 
to  the  elevator  man,  we  would  have 
ended  up  at  the  Ecclesiastical  Goods 
Company,  and  this  would  have  been 
a  different  story. 


Isn't  it  funny  how  little  things  can 
get  you.  Riding  out  on  the  L  from 
a  Chicago  class  the  other  evening 
there  was  a  young  girl  and  an  elderly 
matron  sitting  in  front  of  us.  The 
youngster  was  holding  a  baby  in  her 
arms  and  all  the  time  the  girl  would 
talk  to  the  little  tyke,  just  as  if  it 
could  understand  everything  she  was 
saying.  The  matron  obviously  paid 
no  attention  but  the  girl  seemed  quite 
detached  from  her  surroundings  as 
she  poured  out  her  heart  to  her  cud- 
dled armful.  The  baby  intermittent- 
ly cood  and  gurgled  in  smiling  con- 
tentment— but  It  was  easy  to  notice 
the  swallowed  sobs  in  the  voice  of  the 
mother.  It's  hard  to  imagine  two 
people,  one  so  happy  and  the  other 
so  sad.  We  all  got  off  at  Davis 
street  and  as  we  passed  the  taxi 
stand  on  the  way  over  to  the  Quads 
we  heard  the  matron  give  instruc- 
tions to  the  driver,  "Just  over  to  the 
Cradle,  please." 

With  Honors 

We  have  this  from  a  source  that 
can't  be  questioned,  and  it's  changed 
our  whole  viewpoint  on  things. 

Just  when  the  outlook  was  the 
blackest  and  we  were  about  to  hide 
behind  the  Rock  in  shame,  our  French 
instructor,   who  spent  his   boyhood — 
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of  all  places — In  India,  showed  us 
that  it's  just  a  matter  of  attitude.  In 
the  land  of  the  mango,  he  told  us,  the 
examination  for  a  degree  is  so  stiff 
that  the  flunker  points  with  pride  to 
his  "B.  A.  FAIL" 

We  think  that's  an  awfully  healthy 
way  of  looking  at  it. 

Just  now,  we're  working  hard  on 
OUR  "B.  A.  FAIL." 

Villain:  "Ah,  my  proud  beauty,  you 
are  in  my  power  at  last!" 

Heroine:  "Well,  what  are  you  wait- 
ing  for?" 

Officer:  "Hey!  Pull  over  to  the 
curb,  lady.  Did  you  know  you  were 
doing  seventy-five?" 

Cute  one:  "Isn't  it  marvelous?  And 
I    only   learned    to   drive   yesterday." 

"See  that  girl?  She's  my  girl." 

"Uh-huh — Good  looking  fur  coat 
she's   wearing." 

"Yeah,    I   gave  her  that." 

"Boy,  what  a  sparkler  she's  wear- 
ing." 

"Yep,  I  gave  her  that." 

"Pretty  hat,  too." 

"Shore  it  Is,  I  gave  it  to  her." 

"And  say,  that's  a  cute  little  boy 
she  has  with  her." 

"Yeah.  That's  her  brother." 

"What's  wrong,  John?"  asked 
wifey. 

"My  razor,"  boomed  the  voice 
within  the  bathroom.  "It  doesn't  cut 
at  all." 

"Don't  be  silly — your  beard  isn't 
tougher    than    the    linoleum." 

The  little  child  was  sitting  demurely 
on  the  couch,  watching  her  mother 
smoking  a  cigarette.  Her  little  nose 
was  wrinkled  and  In  her  pale  blue  eyes 
there  was  an  expression  of  childish 
disillusionment.  Finally,  unable  to 
stand  it  any  longer,  she  burst  out  in 
her  quavering  falsetto:  "Mother, 
when  the  hell  are  you  going  to  learn 
to  inhale?"  — Froth. 
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SPINNING  DISC 

(Continued  from  page   10) 

dances;  "Oil  Gusher"  and  one  more 
now  being  connple+ed  .  .  .  Joe  Mar- 
sala's Chlcagoans  are  fea-furing  a  new 
ditty  called,  "Woo-Woo,"  which  he 
is  recording  in  addition  to  the  two 
Hickory  House  favorites,  "The  Jim 
Jam  Stomp"  and  "Hot  String  Beans." 

The  new  Cotton  Club  show,  which 
opened  in  New  York  on  March  1 0th 
is  unusual  inasmuch  as  the  musical 
score  is  the  biggest  hit  of  the  produc- 
tion. Written  by  Duke  Ellington,  him- 
self, the  ace  batoneer  has  uncovered 
a  new  dance  concoction  called  "The 
Skrontch,"  which  tops  its  Truckin'  pred- 
ecessors .  .  .  Chauncey  Moorehouse, 
whose  N'goma  drums  has  stopped 
several  CBS  swing  shows  and  which  is 
being  featured  in  a  forthcoming 
Warner  movie  short,  played  his  first 
public  engagement  with  his  recently 
formed  swing  band.  He  is  appearing 
on  several  radio  shows  and  made  his 
first  record  session,  with  a  big  band, 
the  latter  part  of  March,  waxing 
several  African  chants  he  adapted  to 
swing  tempos.  Watch  for  him! 


The  members  of  an  exclusive  hunt 
club  decided  to  hold  a  fox  hunt,  and 
instructed  the  members  to  bring  only 
male  dogs.  However,  one  influential 
member  owned  only  a  female,  and 
she  was  allowed  to  run  with  the  pack. 

The  morning  of  the  hunt  they  fol- 
lowed the  dogs  for  an  hour,  then  lost 
them  completely.  One  of  the  hunt- 
ers saw  a  farmer  in  a  field  and  ques- 
tioned him. 

"Have  you  seen  anything  of  a  pack 
of  dogs  and  a  fox?" 

"Sure,  just  a  minute  ago.  They  were 
going  that  way." 

"What  were  they  doing?" 

"Wal,"  said  the  farmer,   "the  last 
I  seen,  the  fox  was  running  fifth." 
— Widow. 


Kadiak,  the  Eskimo,  was  sitting  on 
a  cake  of  ice  telling  a  story. 
He  finished  and  got  up. 
"My  tale  is  told,"  he  said. 


He:  "Dearest,  am  I  the  first  man 
that  ever  held  you  in  his  arms?" 

She:  "Yes,  of  course.  Why  do  you 
men  always  ask  the  same  question?" 


OLD  KING  COLE 
WAS  A  SOUR 
OLD  SOUL.' 


HIS  STINKO  PIPE   MIXTURE 

knocked  out  everyone  but  the 
court  jester,  who  pleaded:  "Just 
clean  that  pipe  of  yours  and  switch 
to  the  Brand  of  Grand  Aroma."' 


"IT  DOES   SMELL  GOOD!"   the 

king  agreed,  after  he  puffed  those 
mild,  ripe  hurleys  in  Sir  Walter. 
"Give  this  man  half  my  kingdom^, 
and  get  me  another  2-ounce  tm!" 


PREFERRED  BY  COIUGE  MEN.   I 

survey  by  Self-Help  Bureaus  of  2orepresentative 
universities,  Btudents  rated  Sir  Walter  Raleigh 
first  or  second  out  of  66  competins  pipe  tobaccos 
at  a  majority  of  these  colleges. 


'Young  man,  why  in  the  hell  don't  you  watch  where  you're  going." 


TUNE  IN    To7niny  Dorsey   and  his  orchestra.   Every 
Wednesday,  8.30  P.  M.,  E.  S.  T„  NBC  Red  Network. 
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Notice,    in   college    paper:    "If  the 
person  who  stole  a  jar  of  alcohol  from 
our  cellar  will  return  Grandma's  ap- 
pendix, no  questions  will  be  asked." 
— Frivol 
^^ 

"I  can  let  you  have  a  cot  in  the 
ballroom,"  replied  the  clerk,  "but 
there  is  a  lady  in  the  opposite  corner, 
and  if  you  don't  make  any  noise  she 
will  be  none  the  wiser." 

"Fine,"  said  the  tired  man,  and 
into  the  ballroom  he  went. 

A  few  moments  later  the  man  came 
running.  "Say,  that  woman  in  there 
is  dead." 

"I  know,"  was  the  answer.  "But 
how  did  you  find  out?" 

— Punch  Bowl 

Monkey  House 

"Look  at  that  one — the  one  staring 
at  us  through  the  bars.  Doesn't  he 
look  intelligent?" 

"Yes."  There's  something  uncanny 
about  it." 

"He  looks  as  if  he  understood 
every  word  we're  saying." 

"Walks  on  his  hind  legs,  too,  and 
swings  his  arms." 

"There!  He's  got  a  peanut.  Let's 
see  what  he  does  with  it." 

"Well,  what  do  you  know  about 
that!  He  knows  enough  to  take  the 
shell  off  before  he  eats  It  just  like 
we  do." 

"That's  a  female  alongside  him. 
Listen  to  her  chatter.  He  doesn't 
seem  to  be  paying  any  attention  to 
her,  though." 

"She  must  be  his  mate." 

"They  look  kinda  sad  don't  they?" 

"Yes.  I  guess  they  wish  they  were 
in  here  with  us  monkeys." 


Golfer:  How's  your  game  old  man? 
Goofer:    Terrible.    It's    going   from 
bunker  to  bunker. — Frivol 


"Will  you  please  stop  chewing 
your  gum  while  I'm  kissing  you?" 

"I  can't  understand  you.  The  slight- 
est little  things  annoy  you." 
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CAMPUS  BABBLE 

(Continued  from  page  8) 

necking  is  banned  until  after  four 
dates.  One  of  the  girls,  however, 
doesn't  seem  to  believe  in  rules.  Lois- 
anne  Hoimboe  clainns  she  fell  asleep 
after  one  of  the  parties  (that  in  itself 
is  incriminating)  and  was  awakened 
like  the  Sleeping  Beauty.  It  wouldn't 
matter  except  that  now  a  Briar  Rose 
complex  is  sweeping  all  the  gals. 

Layman  Wilkinson,  fair  haired  D. 
U.,  is  still  on  the  search  for  the  joker 
in  his  house.  Some  time  ago  Wilky 
found  a  telephone  message  that  the 
girl  from  back  home  had  just  arrived 
in  town,  so  he  made  haste  to  the  Chi- 
cago hotel  where  she  was  staying. 
She  was  out  when  he  arrived,  but 
happily  and  nervously  he  sat  down 
in  the  lobby  to  wait.  Three  hours 
later  she  came  in  ...  a  vision  in  veri- 
cose  veins,  middle-age  wrinkles,  and 
flat-chested  spinsterhood.  Seems  she 
had  the  same  name  as  the  gai-back- 


home  and  was  just  as  willing  .  .  .  Wilky 
had  fled  ...  he  wasn't. 

While  we're  on  the  D.  U.  subject, 
consider  the  speed  of  brother  Robert 
Fox,  senior.  He  hung  his  badge  on 
Marge  Geistman  on  their  second 
date. 

€& 

She:  "When  we  get  married  I'm 
going  to  cook,  sew,  darn  your  socks, 
and  lay  out  your  pipe  and  slippers. 
What  more  can  any  man  ask  than 
that?" 

He:  "Nothing,  unless  he  is  evil- 
minded."  — Octopus. 


Mother:  "Well  son,  what  have  you 
been  doing  all  afternoon?" 

Son:  "Shooting  craps." 

Mother:  "That  must  stop.  Those 
little  things  have  as  much  right  to 
live  as  we  have." 


EDITORIAL 

(Confinued  from   page    I ) 

urge  constructive  suggestions.  We 
also  urge  that  students  stand  behind 
the  PARROT  by  sending  in  voluntary 
contributions  so  that  we  can  select 
from  the  good,  better,  and  best  in 
publishing  a  magazine  with  a  new 
high  standard. 

The  National  Association  of  Col- 
lege Magazines  this  year  selected  the 
PARROT  as  one  of  the  outstanding 
college  publications  and  have  invited 
us  to  submit  copies  of  our  PARROT  to 
be  put  up  for  competitive  judgment 
with  the  magazines  of  other  schools  in 
selecting  the  best  college  magazine. 
We  do  not  mention  this  as  a  boast 
but  to  point  out  that  we  have  not 
failed  so  completely  with  our  policy 
and  publication  as  our  critics  would 
have  us  believe. 


Co[>yrieht,i938,  B.J.  Reyool 

P.  A.  MONEY-BACK  OFFER.  Smoke  20  fragrant  pipe- 
f uls  of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don't  find  it  the  mellowest, 
tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at 
any  time  within  a  month  from  this  date,  and  we  will 
refund  full  purchase  price,  plus  postage.  (Signed) 
R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.C< 
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TAVERN  TOUCH 

(continued   fronn    page   7) 

the  brief  case.  By  fhis  time  patrons 
in  the  tavern  began  to  gather  about 
the  trio,  as  tavern  patrons  are  wont 
to  do  whenever  a  gathering  takes 
place.  Sid  left  the  stockings  on  the 
bar,  and  some  curious  patrons  fin- 
gered them.  One  or  two  actually 
bought  a  few  pairs.  After  the  com- 
motion had  died  down,  Sid  bade  his 
two  cronies  goodbye  and  left. 

We  were  watching  with  undis- 
guised interest  at  this  little  drama. 
We  noticed  that  Bill  finished  his  beer 
quickly  and  left  a  few  minutes  later. 
I  began  to  get  suspicious  when  I  saw 
Bob,  the  last  to  come,  hurry  with  his 
beer  and  look  quickly  about  him. 
When  I  saw  him  get  up  from  his  seat 
at  the  bar,  I  got  up  and  went  over  to 
him.  "Say,  fellow,"  I  said  a  bit  trucu- 
lently, for  the  Riesling  was  having  its 
spirited  way  with  me,  "is  this  a  gag 
or  something?" 

Bob  looked  surprised.  He  looked 
about  for  a  moment  to  make  sure  no 
one  was  listening,  and  then  he  said  in 
a  whisper,  "Why,  mister,  didn't  you 
know?  The  Real  Silk  people  declared 
a  National  Tavern  Week,  and  we're 
working  on  the  idea.  This  was  part 
of  the  act  we  pull  in  all  the  taverns. 
So  long,  mister,"  and  he  was  gone 
into  the   night. 

He:    "Darling,    your    waist    is    the 
smallest  I've  ever  seen." 
She:    "Of   corset    is." 


A    Grade'   Difference 

You'll  be  able  to  get  on 
the  average  a  whole  grade 
better  if  you  type  that 
term  paper  instead  of  writ- 
ing it. 

EVANSTON 
LETTER   SERVICE 

I  569  Sherman  Avenue 
University   1888 


For  hours  they  rode  along  the 
country  road  in  an  antiquated  buggy. 
Not  a  word  had  been  said  and,  but 
for  the  sound  of  the  horse's  hoofs, 
there  was  complete  silence.     Finally: 

He:  "Huh?" 

She:   "Uh,  huh  .  .  ." 

He:  "Whoa,   horse." 

— Octopus. 

Overheard  at  the   Edgewater: 
She — "Let's  sit  down  and  watch  the 

flow  of  humanity." 

He — (as  the  first  girl  walked  by) — 

"That's  no  flow,  that's  a  drip." 

Old  lady:  "Little  boy,  I  wouldn't 
kick  my  sister  around  the  street  like 
that  if  I  were  you." 

Little  boy:  "Oh,  it's  all  right.  She's 
dead." 

He:  "How  many  times  have  1  kissed 
you  tonight?" 

She:  "Only  three  times — you  re- 
member mother  came  in  once  and  I 
answered  the  phone  once!" 

Prof.:  "I  will  not  begin  my  lecture 
today   until  the  room  settles  down." 

Voice  from  rear:  "Go  home  and 
sleep  it  off,   old   man." 

— Black   and    Blue   Jay. 

A  bachelor  is  a  man  who  plays  at 
the  game  of  love  and  manages  to 
keep  his  amateur  standing. 


DEVELOPING 


\Helpful Snapshot  Advice/ 
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THEY  WHO  SERVE 
THE  MUSE 

(Continued  from  page  9) 

"I  have  kissed  the  oval  of  your  face." 

"Like   a   shaman    I   am   terrible   and   ferocious," 

"I  will  nof  stay  in  a  dungeon"; 

"I  am  lonely  amidst  the  teeth  of  towers." 

"I  have  kissed  the  oval  of  your  skull." 

With  his  eyes  closed,  his  revolver,  in  the  depth  of 
absentmindedness,  close  to  his  heart  the  poet  enjoyed 
the  music  of  his  verses.  I  wanted  to  pull  the  hand  one 
finger  of  which  was  on  the  trigger,  but  the  poet  opened 
one  eye  and  looked  at  me  interrogatively. 

"Have  you  ever  read  anything  like  it?" 

I  replied  quite  frankly,  "I  never  read  anything  like  it." 

"I  knew  you  didn't.  Did  you  get  the  meaning  of  the 
third  line?" 

"Oh,  that  about  the  mice?  Very  .  .  .  very  beautiful." 

"Do  you  know  what  'mice'  are?" 

"Why,  of  course.  They  are  little  gray  animals  of  the 
rodent  family,  which  are  .  .  ." 

"Oh,  God!  and  this  man  is  an  .  .  .  editor.  Tell  me,  tell 
me,  where  are  your  brains?  I  am  asking  you,  where  are 
your  brains?" 

Fearing  that  in  his  search  of  my  brains  he  might  re- 
mind himself  about  the  revolver,  I  hastened  to  change  the 
subject. 

"This  line  here  ...  is  simply  wonderful:  'Like  a  shaman. 
I  am  terrible  and  ferocious,  I  will  not  stay  in  a  dungeon.'  " 

"Did  you  guess  the  reason  why  he  does  not  want  to 
be  in  a  dungeon? 

"Well,  certainly.  He  must  have  well-grounded  reasons 
for  his  refusal  to  be  there." 

"Your  speech  is  full  of  insipid  prose.  I  am  sure  you 
didn't  understand  such  an  elementary  phrase  as  .  .  . 
'I  am  lonely  amidst  the  teeth  of  towers.'  Have  you  ever 
experienced  such  loneliness?" 

"Frankly  speaking,  I  never  was  in  such  a  predicament. 
I  did  have  something  like  .  .  ." 

"You  are  probably  not  familiar  even  with  such  an  ex- 
perience: 'I  have  kissed  the  oval  of  your  skull?'  Have  you 
ever  lived  through  such  an  agony?" 

"Just  a  moment,  let  me  think.  You  said,  'the  oval  of  your 
skull,"  didn't  you?  No.  if  my  memory  doesn't  fail  me, 
never,"  I  sighed  sorrowfully,  "How  could  I.  I  am  a  simple 
soul.  My  life  is  devoid  of  such  pleasures." 

"Because  you  are  not  a  poet  but  a  WORM." 

"Quite  right.  A  very  keen  observation." 

"Well,  then  ...  I  am  leaving  my  poem  here.  Don't 
thank  me.  I  hate  when  people  lick  my  hands.  But  you 
can  pay  me  now.  Wait  .  .  .  how  many  lines  have  we?  Ten? 
Well,  to  make  an  even  number — fifteen  lines.  I  get 
three  roubles  per  line;  that'll  make  forty-five  roubles,  but 
to  make  an  even  number — fifty  roubles." 


FIREMAN :  Just  hold  your  breath  and  jump,  miss. 

GIRL:  I  don't  have  to  hold  my  breath !  I  eat  LIFE  SAVERS. 


v-r-- 


MORAL 


Everybody's  breath  offends  now 
and  then.  Let  Pep-O-Mint  Life 
Savers  keep  yours  sweet  after 
eating,  drinking  or  smoking. 


7%^  IcunouA  Jfoftdrwm/en 
>>/^DLD  MEXICO 

Here's  the  latest  thing  on  ANY 
campus.  Smart,  practical,  dif- 
ferent. The  Authentic  Huarache, 
woven  by  Indian  Huaracheros  of 
natural  color  steerhide  or  pure 
white  leather  (Both  types  pic- 
tured above.)  Ideal  for  campus 
wear,  sports,  hiking  or  just  loaf- 
ing, indoors  or  out.  Soft  pliable 
leather,  low  heels  and  loose  heel 

rp      /-v    J  straps  make  this  the  most  comfor- 

^^  ureter        table  sandal  you  have  ever  worn. 

send  an  outline  of 

the  foot  and  men- 
tion   shoe    size. 

Specify    your 

choice,    WHITE 

or  STEERHIDE 


$3.76 


Ihz  OLD  MEXICO  SHOP 


SANTA  FE--   NEW  MEXICO 


PURPLE  PARROT 


MAYTIME,  1938 


Looking  askance  at  the  revolver 
I  took  out  Ihe  money  fronn  my  bill- 
fold and  timidly  put  it  on  the  table. 
He  took  the   money  and   said: 

"Don't  forget  to  print  the  word 
'gray'  in  gray  color." 

"Sorry,  but  typographical  condi- 
tions .  .  .  ' 

Thumping  the  table  with  the  re- 
volver, he  uttered,  "I  want  you  to 
know  that  no  typographical  condi- 
tions exist  where  I  am  concerned. 
My  poetry  must  make  upon  the 
reader  an  impression  .  .  . 

".  .  .  of  delirium  tremens,"  I  wished 
to  add  aloud,  but  I  kept  silence. 

When  he  rose  and  hid  his  danger- 
ous weapon  In  order  to  say  good 
bye,  I,  inwardly  trembling  with  joy 
that  at  last  he  was  leaving,  suggested 
to  him,  "Could  I,  where  you  speak 
about  the  fat  mice  .  .  ." 

"Well." 

"Could  I  print  the  word  'fat'  in 
heavy  type?  You  know,  that  would 
make  an  impression  .  .  ." 

"You   idiot!" 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders  con- 
temptuously and  walked  out  letting 
a  co-worker  into  my  office. 

"Say,"  I  asked  him  morosely,  "Who 
is  that  crazy  fellow?" 

My  collaborator  looked  at  me 
with  astonishment. 

"Did  you  say  'crazy'?  He  is  the 
famous  Poet-Moderniste.  Every  edi- 
tor is  glad  to  print  his  verses." 

I  thrust  my  face  into  a  pile  of 
papers  lying  on  my  desk  and  growled. 

"Yes,  I  believe  you.  They  are 
GLAD,  Indeed." 


X      y   SfA  'J.  ^    *,^  PRESENTING 
"      '  '  \  NIGHTLY 


oAnnouncing . . .  First  Annual 
Purple  Parrot  Photographic 
Competition   and    Salon 

The  competition  is  open  to  all  students  who  own  a  camera  and  are 
attending  either  the  Evanston  or  Chicago  Campus  with  the  exce])- 
tion  of  photographers  on  the  Purple  Parrot  staff. 

CLASSIFICATIONS 

There  will  be  two  main  divisions,  known  as  tlie  SNAPSHOT,  and  the 
AMATEllR.  Pictures  entered  in  the  SNAPSHOT  division  may  be  any  size, 
nnmounted,  but  must  pertain  to  campus  life  and  must  be  accompanied  by 
the  original  negative.  Those  entered  in  the  AMATEUR  division  must  be 
8  by  10  or  larger  and  mounted  on  16  by  20  white  or  light  cream  mounts. 
They  may  be  on  any   subject  whatsoever. 

DIVISION  OF  PRIZES 


Siiapshot  Division 

1.  One  Clipper  camera  or  its  equiva- 
lent in  merchandise,  donated  by 
Keller    Camera    Shop.    505    Davis 

Street. 

2.  $5.00  in  merchandise,  donated  by 
Evanston  Photographic  Service. 
1854    Sherman    Ave. 

3.  $5.00  in  merchandise,  donated  by 
Hoos  Drug  Store.  1745  Sherman 
Ave. 

4.  $5.00  in  merchandise,  donated  by 
Wieland  the  Florist.  1614  Sher- 
man  Ave. 

5.  One  copy  of  "Pose  Please,"  do- 
nated by  Bass  Camera  Co.  179 
West    Madison    St.,    Chicago. 

6.  Five  prizes  of  one  year  subscrip- 
tions to  next  year's  Purple  Parrot. 

Entrants  must  deliver  prints  to  the  Purple  Parrot  office,  Lunt  Administration 
Building,  room  8,  on  or  before  May  18th.  Winning  pictures  will  be  repro- 
duced in  the  June  issue  of  the  Parrot  and  will  be  exhibited  in  the  library 
the  last  week  of  school. 

All  accepted  pictures  will  receive  a  seal  to  show  that  they  were  in  the  contest 
Pictures  to  be  returned  must  be  accompanied  by  self-addressed,  stamped 
photo  mailers.  All  possible  care  will  be  exercised,  but  no  responsibility  will 
be  assumed  by  the  Purple  Parrot  for  loss  of   or  damage  to  prints  submitted. 


Amateur  Division 

1.  One  Watson  foot  switch  or  its 
equivalent  in  merchandise,  donat- 
ed by  Hattstrom  and  Sanders.  702 
Church    Street. 

2.  One  developing  tank,  donated  by 
the  Camera  Exchange.  19  North 
Wabash    Ave..    Chicago. 

3.  One  pair  of  $5.00  shoes,  donated 
by  Sechler's.   1616   Orrington   Ave. 

4.  One  Instoscope  exposure  meter, 
donated  by  the  Howard  Camera 
Shop.   Chicago. 

5.  $5.00  in  merchandise,  donated  by 
Aimer  Coe  and  Co.  1645  Orrington. 

6.  Five  prizes  of  one  year  subscrip- 
tions to  next  year's  Purple  Parrot. 

(First  award  takes  first  choice,  sec- 
ond award  second  choice,  etc.  This 
holds  true  for  both  divisions.) 


ENTRY  FORM 
FIRST  ANNUAL  PURPLE  PARROT 
PHOTOGRAPHIC  COMPETITION  AND  SALON 

Name   

Address    

Phone     

( Permission  is  granted  to  reproduce  any  prints  submitted.  Strike  out  if  not 
granted.) 

Check  proper  division:                        Number  of 
D   SNAPSHOT                       prints 
n  AMATEUR  submitted    

The  sum  of  25c  must  accompany  every  entry.  (This  25c  entitles  the  entrant 
to  enter  from  one  to  five  pictures,  each  picture  submitted  must  be  accompanied 
liy  a  form  similar  to  the  above.) 
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fViBys  €Bnd  3Means 

to  get  more  ease,  comfort  and  style 
into  your  campus  and  field  activities 

Emphasis  on  ease  this  spring — and  to  prove  it,  these  three  rubber-soled 
oxfords,  the  biggest  news  and  best  bets  in  our  spring  sports  shoe  lineup. 

1.  The  saddle  oxford — a  perennial  favorite.     In  white  saddled  in  black     $C.75 
or  brown,  also  in  two-tone  brown.  With  red  rubber  soles   "     pr. 

2.  The  woven  leather  oxford — a  newcomer  bidding  fair  to  fame.  ®C-^^ 
In  tan  or  white  with  crepe  soles    "      pr. 

3.  The  moccasin  whose  square  toe  gives  it  its  honor  spot  in  the  '38  sun.     $|".00 
In  natural   or  white  with  overweight   crepe  soles    v     pr. 

Men's  Shoes,  Firsf  Floor 


Carson  Pirie  Scott  &  Co 


With  Independent  Tobacco  Experts.. 

WITH  MEN  WHO  KNOW  TOBACCO  BEST 


py: 'W  ERE  ARE  THE  FACTS !  Sworn  records  show  that 
'\'  'V'ci>l  among  independent  tobacco  experts,  Lucky  Strike 
ifljoi^  has  twice  as  many  exclusive  smokers  as  have  all 
other  cigarettes  put  together.  These  men  are  auctioneers, 
buyers  and  warehousemen.  They  deal  with  all,  but  are 
not  connected  with  any  manufacturer.  They  know  tobacco 
and  they  smoke  Luckies ...  2  to  l! 

Remember,  too,  the  throat  protection  of  the  exclusive 
process,  "It's Toasted."  This  process  removes  certain  harsh 
irritants  present  in  all  tobacco,  and  makes  Lucky  Strike 
a  light  smoke — easy  on  your  throat. 


HaveYou  rlBard 
the  Chant  of  the 
DbaccD  AuctiDREer 


